A SILENT WOOING	347
When she had finished her simple tale, for she had hardly
been a^ay from home, there was silence, till Jon said :
" It's half-past seven only. I'll go and see that the
horses are all right; then perhaps you could get a snooze."
He moved round the foot of the mound till he came to the
horses and stayed a little talking to them and stroking their
noses. A feeling, warm and protective, stirred within him.
This was a nice child, and a brave one. A face to remember,
with lots behind it. Suddenly he heard her voice, low and
as if pretending not to call: " Jon, oh, Jon I" He felt his
way back through the darkness. Her hands were stretched
out*
" It is so spooky! That funny rustling! I've got
creeps down my back ! "
" The wind's got up a bit. Let's sit back to back—it'll
keep you warm. Or, look here, I'll sit against the wall;
if you lean up against me you could go to sleep. It's only
two hours now—we can ride on by moonlight."
They took up the suggested postures, her back against his
side, and her head in the hollow of his arm and shoulder.
" Comfy ? "
" Surely.    It stops the creeps.   Am I too heavy ? "
" Not a bit," said Jon.
They smoked and talked a little more, The stars were
brighter now, and their eyes more accustomed to the
darkness. And they were grateful for each other's warmth.
Jon enjoyed the scent, as of hay, that rose from her hair not
far below his nose. Then came a long silence, while the
warm protective feeling grew and grew within him. He
would have liked to slip his arms round and hold her closer.
But of course he did not- It was, however, as much as he
could do to remain a piece of warmth impersonal enough
for her to recline against. This was. the very first time
since he left England that he had felt an inclination to put

